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¥lolheook, her nlece, were entrusted o
the care nr Laurenys Donovan, 8 writer,
near Port Annandale, MI;:
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CHAPTER 1l.—Continued.

“Drop one of the canoes Into the
water,” 1 suld; and 1 watched the
prowling boatman while Ifima crept
back to the boat house. The canoe
was launched silently and the boy
drove It out to me with a few llght
gtrokes, 1 took the paddie, and we
crept close along the shore toward
the St. Agatha light, my eyes intent
on the boat, which was now drawing
in to the school pler. The prowler
wan foellng his way oarefully, ns
though the reglon was unfamliliar; but
te now landed at the pler and tied hia
boat. 1 hung back In the shadows
until he had disappeared up the bank,
then paddled to the pler, told I)ima to
wa't, and set off through the wood-
path toward St. Agatha's.

Where the wood gave way to the

| troad lnwn that stretched up to the
athool bulldings I cnught sight of my

j QUArTY. He wan n young fellow, not
above average helght, but compactly
bullt, and stood with his hands thrust
boyishly In his pockels, gazing about
with frank Interest In his surround-
ings. He was burcheaded and coat-
less, and his shirtsleeves were rolled
to the elbow. He walked slowly
along the edge of the wood, looking
off toward the school bulldings, and
while his manner was furtive there
was, too, an alr of unconcern about
him and I heurd him whistling softly
0 himself.

He now withdrew inte the wood
and started off with the apparent in-
tention of gaining o view of SL. Asa-
tha's from tho front, and 1 followed.
He secmed harmloss enough; he
might be a curlons pligrim from the

i summer resort; but I was just now
the guardinn of St. Agatha’s and | In-
tended to learn the stranger’s busl-
ness before | bad done with him. He
roached the driveway loading in from
the Annandale road without having
disclosed any purpose other than that
of viewing the vineclad walls with a
tourist’s idie Interest. The situation
had begun to bore me, when the
school gardener came running out af
the shrubbery, and Instantly the
young man took to his heels,

“Btop! Stop!” yelled the gardener,

The mysterious young man plunged
into the wood and was off like the
wind.

“After hlm Andy! After him!"™ 1
yelled to the Bcotchman,

1 shouted my own name Lo reassure
fim and we both went thumping
through the beechos, Whoever the
young gentleman was, he had no In.
tention of belng caught; he darted In
and out among the trees with astound-
1og lightness, and [ saw In & moment
that he was slowly turnlng sway to
the right.

“Run for the gate'* I ealled to the
gardener, who was about 20 feet away
from me, blowing hard. 1 prepared to
guin on the tum If the young fellow
dashed for the lake; and he now led
me a pretty chase through the flower
garden. He ran with head up and el
bows close at his sldes, and his Hght

boat ahoes made scarcely any sound,

He turned once and looked back and,

finding that 1 was alone, began
amusing himself with felnts and
dodges, for no other purpose, |1

fancied, than to perplex or wind me,
By this time | had grown pretty
angry, for a foot race In a school gar-
den struck me with dizgust as u ohild-
ish enterprise, and I bent with new
spirit and drove him away from his
glddy clreling about tha summer
bouse and beyond the only gate by
which he could regain the wood and
maandow that Jay between the gardon
and his boat. He turned his head
from slde to alde uneasily, slnckening
] hig pace Lo study the bounds of the
garden, and I felt myself galoing.
Ahead of us lay a white plokoet fence
that set off the vegetable garden and
marked the Jawful bounds of the
school, There was no gate and I felt

that here the chase must end, and 1
. rejoleced to find myself so near the

runner that 1 heard the quick, soft
v patter of his shoes on the walk. In
a moment I was quite sure that |
should have him by the collar, and 1
bad every lutention of dealing severe.
Iy with him for the hard chase he had
given me.

But he kept on, the white line of
fenca clearly outlined beyond bim:
and then when my hand was almost
upon him he rose at the fence, as
though sprung from the earth {iself,
and hung a moment sheer above the
sharp Mne of the fence plokets, his
whale figure held almost horlzontal, in
the fashion of trained highjumpers,
for what seemed an fnfinite time, as
though by sowe witchery of the moon-
light
} 1 plunged into the fence with a
force that knocked the wind out of
me, and as [ clung panting to the
pickets the runner &ropped with a

{uto the midst of a glass vege-
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ame Qu the farther side. He
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Held Up His Hands

turned his head, grinned at me sheep-
Ishly through the plekets, and gave
A kick that set the glass to tinkling.
Then he hald up his hands In =ig® of
surrender and 1 saw that they were
cut and bleeding. We were both badly

blown, and while we regalned our
wind we stared at each other. He
was the first to speak.

“Kicked, bit or stung!" he mut-

tered, dolefully: “that saddest of all

words, ‘stung!’ It's as clear as moon:
light that I'm badly mussed, not to
say cut."

“May 1 trouble you not to kick out
any more of that glass? The gardener
will be here In a minute and fish you
out."

“Lawsgy, what Is 1t*
that youn fish for me?

He chucklad wsoftly, but asat per
foctly qulet, finding, It scemed, a cor-
taln humor In his situation. The
gardener came running and swore In
broad Heots at the destruction of the
frame. We got over the fence and re-
leased onr captive, who talked to him-
self in doleful undertones as we
hauled him to his feet amid a renowed
clink of glass.

“Gently, gentlomen; bohold the
night-blooming cereus! Not all the
court-plaster in the universe can glue
me together agaln.” He gazed rue-
fully at his slashed arms, and rubbed
hiy legs. “The next time I seek the
garden at dewy eve 1'l wear my tn
suie.”

“There won't be any next time for
you. What did you run for?"

“Trylng to lower my record—It's a
mania with me. And as one good
question deserves another, may | ask
why you dida't tell me there was a
glass.-worlks beyond that fence? It
wisn't sportamanlike to hide a mur-
derous hazard Hke that. But 1 cleared
those pickets with a yard to spare,
and broke wmy record™

“You broke about seven yards of
glass," 1 replled. “It may sober you
1o know that you are under arrest
The watchman here has a constable's
leense,”

“He also has halr that suggests the
common garden or bolled carrot. The
tnt Is not to my Mking; vyet it s
not for me to be captious where the
Lord has hardencod his heart'

“What 1s your name?" I demanded.

“Gillesple, R. Glllesple. The '‘R* will
Indicate to you the depth of my hu.
mility: I make it a )ife work to hide
the fact that | was baptized Regl-
nald.”

"I've been expecting you, Mr. Gilles-
ple, and now 1 want you to come over
to my house and give an account of
yourself. 1 wili take charge of thls
man, Andy. 1 promise that he shan't
sot foot here agaln. And, Andy, you
need mention this affair to no one.”

“Very good, sir.”

He touched his hat reapectfully.

“l bave business with this person.
Say nothing to the ladies at 8t. Ago
tha's wbout him.™

He saluted and departed; and with
Gillesple walking beslde me I started
for the boatlanding.

He had wrapped a handkerchlef
about one urm and I gave him my
own for the other, Hlis right arm wus
bleeding fraely below the elbow and
I thed 1t up for him

“That jump deserved better luck,”
I voluntevred, ns he accepted my ald
in sllence

“I'm proud to have you lke It. Wi
you kindly tell me who the dovll you
[T}

An aquarium,

T

l."hw,..m;m“.m
‘| i Sl 111
’i jW

In 8Bign of Surrender.

“My name |ls Dopovan.”
“1 don't wholly eare for It,” he ab-

served, mournfully. “Think It over
and see If you can't do better. I'm
not sure that I'm golng to grow fond
of you, What's your busincsa with
me, anyhow 7

“My business, Mr. Gllesple, s to
see that you leave this lake by the
first and fastest train.”

“Is It possible? he drawled, mock-
Ingly.

“More than that,” I replied In his
own key; “it s decldedly probable.”

“Meanwhlile, it would be diverting
to know where you're taking me, 1|
thought the other chap was the con-
stable”

“I'm taking you to the house of a
friend where I'm visiting. I'm golng
fo row you In your boat, It's only n
short distanc®; and when we get there
I shall bave something to say to you.'"

He made no reply, but got into the
boat without ado. [ turned over Inmy
mind the few [tems of Information
that I had galned from Miss Pat and
her nlece touchliug the young man
who was now my prisoner, and found
that | knew little enough about him.
He was the unwelcome and anunoying
suitor of Misa Helen Holbrook, and
I hud caught him prowling about St,
Agatha's In & manner that was Inde
fensible,

He sat huddled In the stern, nursing
his swathe! arms on his kuees and
whistling dolefully., The lake was a
broad pool of sHver. Save for the
soft splash of Ijima’s paddle behind
me and the slight wash of water on
the near shore, sllence possessed the
world. Glllesple looked about with
some curiosity, but sald nothing, and
when 1 drove the hont to the Glenarm
Ianding he crawled out and followed
me through the wood without a word.

I flashed on the lights in the brary
and after n short Inspection of his
wounds we went to my room and
found sponges, plasters and olntments
in the family medicine chest and
cared for his Injuries.

“There's no honor in tumbling Into
a greenbouse, but such 18 R. Gllles-
ple’s Juck. My shins look like scarlet
fever, and without sound 1egs a wan's
better dead.”

"Your legs seem to have got you
Into trouble; don't mourn the loss of
them!" And | twisted a bandage un
der bis left knee-cup where the glass
had cut savagely,

“I's my poor wits, If we must fix
the blame. It's an awful thing, sir, to
be born with weak intelloctuals. As
man’s legs carry bhim on orders from
his head, there lles the seat of the
diiculty. A weuk miod, obedlent
legs, and there you go, plump into the
bosom of a blooming nsparagus bed,
utd the enemy lays violent hands on
you. 1If you put any more of that
stingy pudding on that cut I shall
undoubtedly hit you, Mr. Donovan
Ab, thank you, thank you so much!'

As 1 finished with the vasellne he
lay back on the couch and sighed
decply and I rose and sent Hima away
with the basin and towels.

“Will you drink? There are 12 kinds
of whisky—"

“My dear Mr. Donovan, the thought
of gtrong drink saddens me.  Such
poor wits aa mine are not helped by
dleoholic stimulants, | wuas drunk
once—Dbeautifully, marvelously, nobly
dr 2k, so that antlquity came up 1o

3.+ with the thud of u motor car hit-
lUing an orphan asylum; and 1 saw
Jullue Cocsar driving a charlow up

Fifth avenue and Cromwell polsed on
one foot on the shorter spire of St
Patrick’s eathedral. Are you aware,
my dear eir, that one of those spires
Is shorter than the other?”

“l1 eertainly am not,” 1 replied,
bluntly, wondering what species of
madman [ had on my hands.

“It's a fact, confided to me by a
prominent engineer of New York, who
has studied those spires dally since
they were put up. He told me that
when he had surrounded five high-
balls the north spire was higher: but
that the sixth tumbleriul always
ralged the south spire about 11 feet
above it. Now, wouldn't that doddle
you?™

“It would, Mr. Glilesple; but may I
ask you to cut out this rot—"

“My dear Mr. Donovan, It's Indell
eate of you to speak of cutting any:
thing—and me with my legs. But I'm
at your service. You have tended my
grievous wounds like a gentleman and
now do yon wish me to unfold my
past, present and future?™

“I want you to get out of this and
be quick about It. Your blography
doosn’t amuse me; [ ecaught you
prowling disgracefully about St. Aga-
thu's. Two ladles are domlelled there
who eame here (o CHOLpE Your annoy-
ing attentlonk, Those ladies were put
in my charge by an old friend, and 1
don't propose to gtand any noneenee
from you, Mr., Giilesple. You seem
to be at least hall sane—"

Regiunld Gillesple raleed himself on
the couch and grinned joyously,

“Thank you—thank you for that
word! That's just twice ns high as
anybody ever rated me before. ™

"I was trying to be generous” 1
sald. “There's a poin® at which 1 be.
gin to be bored, wund when that's
renched 'm Hkely to grow quarrel
some. Aro there any moments of the
day or night when you are less a fool
than othera?™

"Well, Donovan, I've often specu-
lated about that, and my conclusion
Is that my mind is st its best when
I'm asleep and enjoying a nightmare.
Then, I have gometimes thought, my
Intellectual parts are most Intelligent-
Iy employed.”

“l may well belleve you,” I declared
with msperity,. “Now 1 hope I can
pound It Into you In some way that
your presence in this neighborhood is
offensive—to me—personally."”

He stared at the celling, silent, im-
perturbable,

“And I'm golng to give you safe con
duet through the linos—or If noces
sary 1'll buy your ticket and start you
for New York. And If there's an atom
of honor in you, you'll go peaceably

and not publish the fact that you
know the whereabouts of these la-
dies"”

He reflected gravely for a moment.

“l think,” he smid, “that on the
whole that's a falr proposition. But
you seem to have the lmpresslon that
I wish to annoy these ladies."

“You don't for a moment lmagine
that you are llkely to entertaln them,
do you? You haven't got the (dea
that you are necessary to their happl.
ness, have yon ™™

He ralsed himself on his elbow with
some difficulty; flinched ns he tried to
make himself comfortable and began:

“The trouble with Miss Pat |g—"

“There {8 no trouble with Miss Pat"”
I snapped.

“The trouble between Miss Pat and
me I8 the same old trouble of the
buttons,” he remarked, dolorously.

“Huttons, you idiot?”

Quite so, Buttons, just plain,
overv<iny buttons; buttons for button-
ing purposes,”

The fellow was undoubtedly mad, 1
looked about for a weapon;
went on gravely:

“What does the name
mean? Of what s it
symbol wherever man hides his
nakedness? Button, button, who'll
buy my buttons? It ean’t be possible

Gillesplo
the slgn and

Youthful
Criminal

=

Problem
Facing Every
Large City

but he

that you pever heard of the Glllesple |

buttons?
dear sir?™

"Wl you plense stop talking rot
aud oxplain what you want here?" |
demanded, with growing heat

“That, my dear sir, 18 exactly what
I'm dolpg. I'm a sultor for the hand
of Miss Pairicia’s nivce, Miss Patricia
seorns me; she says I'm & mere child
of the Philistine rich and de¢lnes an
alllance without thanks, If you must
know the truth. And it's all on we
count of the fact, shameful enough, |

Where have you lved,

my |

admit, that my father died and Jeft me |

a lurge and
tory.”

Why don't

prosperous button fac

you give th~ [olernal
thing away—scll It oul to & trust—'

ab!"—annd he ralsed himself
agein and polnted o bandaged hand a

Al

we, Yl see that you are o man of
penctration! You have a keen notion
of business! You apticipate me! |}
did sell the Infernal thing o & trust,
hut there was no shaking it! They |
made me presldent of the eombins:
tion, und 1 control more buttons than
any olher living man! My dear sir, |

dictate the button prices of the world

I can tell you to a nleoly how many

tuttons are swallowed asnually by

the bubles of the universe.  Bur |

hope. sir, that 1 use my power wisely

aod without oppressing the people,”
(TO BE CONTINUED)
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By THURDE RAYLE BRUCE

LARGE

percentage of the erime of this nation is com-
mitted by boys in their tecns,

The problem of the youthful criminal is one that every
big eity is facing, and it is a most difficult one to golve.
is no expericnced detective in the United States that cannot
recount scores of instances where lads of tender age have pers
petrated desds which at the outset scomed the work of sea-
goned experts.

There

I have encountered any number of such cnses

and my experience with the juvenile malofactor is that he is
often bolder and harder to round up than the veteran.

He

will fool you by his slippery methods and his cunning in making a quick

escape.

It is the plain truth to say that the indulgent and lenient treatment
of children by their own parents is chiefly responsible

to save the honor of his family,
out that his home has been invaded by sneak thieves
rather than admit that a degenerate son has enacted
the role of a criminal,

for the wrongdoing that converts the youngsters into
lawbreakers,
more money than they should have to spend for theie
pleasure,

Boys of this generation are given far

They get the habit of extravaganee and

when sufficient eash is not fortheoming are ready to
stoal, usnally beginning by pilfering from their father
or mother, as that secms a less sin than to take what
bolongs to strangers.

I have repeatetdly known lads of 15 to steal
their mothers’ jewelry and to go through their fathers®
clothing st night while he slept.
parent,

Many a mortified
has given it

Day of
Dignified
Plug Hat
Past

By EMERSON WOOD

New York and Boston are about the
only places in the United States where the
silk hat is still in considerable evidence,
There is= no use in blinking the fuet that
the day of the dignified plug has pussed,
although certain gentlemen of the old
school .'hllg to the |nr1'\' hl'nf]gl-llr of our
fathers. In many n town of good size out
west, 08 1 know from personal experience,
not a dozen men in an entire community
can boast the ownership of such an article,

There are not over 100 men in the
United States employed as silk hatters and
I do not think there are more than half a

dozen s-hu[rn which manufacture them.
One reason for their decline is their unfitness for ordinary wear,

Under modern conditions they are out of place;

for instance, in

street cars, elevators and the like institutions that didn’t exist a genera-

tion ago,

The derby isn’t half so imposing, but it is adapted to present-day
conditions and that is why it has driven out the “bee-gum” hat, especinlly

1 America.

In London there hus been some waning of the tall hat, but it is still
the only correct thing in the west end, where the society folk move about.

In the cast end the

bankars and professional men, who once thought

it indispensable, have, to a great degree, abandoned it, just as they have

over here,

Make
Modern
Mines
Safe

By F. J. McGUIRE

saved.

same size as the

wooden ones used

Coal mines should be made as safe, in
my opinion, as our modern oflice buildings,
by the use of steel construction and re-
enforeed concrete,

Had the St. Paul mine had an clevator
shaft or soveral of them walled in with re-
enforeed  conere walls and iron stairs
leading from the lowest level to the sur-
face of the earth and several elevators in
ench shaft, in addition to several smaller
air shaflts with re-enforeed concrete walla
having also iron stairs leading from the
lowest level to the top, then undoubtedly
all the men in the mine would have been

e

And had there been re-enforeed concreie pillars or posts of the

which would probably have cost but

little more than wooden ones—there would have been small opportunity

for a fire.

I am not a miner or an engincer,

but it sevms o me that with the

proper number of air shafts and fans of suflicient power no black damp

or gases could accumulate in suflicient quantity fo do any injury.

And

with several stairways and clevators for

use in case of emer-

geney fow men wonld loge their lives,

1 ]|n||| the laws |nrr-|n'][llll.' ench construction of mines \\l” [y f-m;’l'

coming.
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World
Should
Rest in
Peace

If a comet renched a point where the
attraction of the planet overbulanced that
of distant eun it would be de-
flected from its path by the attraction, its
headway would it to shy
off from the planet and it would immedi-
ately strike an orbit around the plinet and
keep to it over afterward.

But if such o power of attraction exists
would have the
mg of milea

the more

previous Ul

the
eonwt from hundreds of millic

sun power to draw

By L P ALLEN to anly a fow million miles from it
— ¢ ' | But where is the power to repel the
comet ngin?
s contradicts the theories of attraction,
The world should rest in peace.
There will b no eolliston hetween the comed and (] irth or thy
her [r|:|.:l".
The man who belioves in attraction denies the ereation
A pood mechanie able to ¢omsirnet o machine will eertuinly be able

put it in good working
Attraction i8 only a heli
proof,

There i8 no positive

oriler,

. like meny other things,



